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W.  E.  PINKHAM.D.  D.  8., 

Gradaatr  of  Philadelphia  Dental  College. 
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K.  .HACFARLAN 

(late  of  N.  Y.  Ophthalmic  H capital), 

DlABAbUn  OP  T MIC  BYE  AND  EAR  A  SPECIALTY, 

<«ticb  uoo w>  t  a.  a.  t elr.a. 

Clinic  tor  Poor  from  9  to  10,  a.  a. 

No.  SB  Baa  a  ttransr,  coaua  Haiast  SnitT, 
_ Haw  ana.  N.  J. 

^  'IIAKl.es  M.  BAILEY,  91.  D., 

[Latb  or  m  New  You  ■ oarer  At.] 

PTiygiolan.  etnei  Surgeon. 
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(Raceeaeor  to  Dr*.  Colbnrn), 

No  IS  Cedar  .tract, 

_ _ _  Newark.  N.  i. 


B.  PITT.  ■.  *>., 

'HOMEOPATHIC  physician, 

BLOOkOTELD.  It 


The  Marriage  Knot, 

I  know  a  bright  and  beanteona  May, 
Who  know*  I  lore  her  well ; 

Bat  If  she  love*,  or  will  tome  day, 

I  cannotSnake  her  tell. 

She  sing*  tbe  songs  I  write  for  her, 

Of  tender  hearts  betrayed  ; 

Bat  not  the  one  that  I  prefer, 

About  a  coon  try  maid. 

The  boar  when  I  it*  burden  bear 
Will  never  be  forget  : 

44  Ob,  stay  not  long  1  bat  come,  my  dear, 
Aod  knit  oar  marriage  knot !" 

It  to  a  boot  a  country  maid — 

I  see  her  in  my  mind ; 

Sbe  to  not  of  her  love  afraid. 

And  cannot  be  unkind. 

Wbe  knite  and  stnga  with  many  a  aigh, 
And,  as  her  needles  glide, 

8b*  wishes  and  ah*  wonders  why 
He  to  not  by  her  side. 

“  He  promtoed  he  would  meet  me  here, 
Upon  this  very  spot : 

Oh,  stay  not  long  !  bat  oome,  my  dear, 
And  knit  oar  marriage  knot  1” 

My  lady  will  not  sing  tbe  song. 

"Why  not'/"  I  say.  And  sbe, 

Toesing  her  head,  “  It  to  too  long  ’ 

And  I,  “  Too  abort,  may  be." 

She  baa  her  little  willful  waye; 

But  I  persist,  and  then, 

*•  It  is  not  maideuly,"  sbe  says, 

"  For  maids  to  sigh  for  men.'* 

**  But  men  must  sigh  for  maids,  I  fear  ; 

I  know  It  to  my  lot, 

Until  you  whisper,  •  Come,  my  dear, 

And  knit  oar  marriage  knot !’  ” 

Why  to  my  little  one  so  ooy  ? 

Why  does  site  use  me  so  ? 

I'm  not  a  fond  and  fooliah  boy 
To  lightly  come  and  go. 

A  mau  who  loves,  I  know  my  heart, 

And  will  know  here  ero  long, 

For,  certea,  I  will  not  depart 
Until  she  niugs  my  song  1 
She  learned  it  well,  as  you  shall  hoar, 

No  word  has  she  forgot : 

"  Begin,  my  Jeareet.  ’  ••  Come,  my  dear, 
And  knit  onr  marriage  knot !" 

—  R.  II.  SUrMard,  In  Scribner  for  January. 
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Residence  on  Broad 
Preebytorlen  Church. 
OIBce  hour*  7  to  9  A. 


Street  three  doors  above 
M  and  3  to  7  P  K. 
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OlMfH  h.  kvkund, 

PRACTICAL  PAINTER 


SIGN-WRITING, 

ORNAMENTAL  PAINTINO. 

GRAINING.  QILDINO,  Ac..*e. 
Corner  Linden  avenue  and  Thomas  street, 

BLOOMFIELD.  N.  J. 
Ur  AD  orders  promptly  executed. 
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Hb  UKI  OS  AND  MKDICINKS 


TO  BE  HAD  AT 

DR.  WHITER  FAMILY  DRUG  STORE. 
Opeaua  Sunday*.  9  to  10  a.  13  to  L  8  t*  4  r.  m. 


HOMAS  TATLVH, 

CWiOllSMIuNER  OP  DUBS, 


notary  public. 

Office  at  his  residence  en  Bloomfield  aveaue, 

BLOOMFIELD.  N.  1. 


^  A  H  V  E  L  CARL,, 

MERCHANT  TAILOR 

Keepe.  constantly  oa  hand 

CLOTH*  CA.NgMT.RES.  VESTTNGtl,  HEADY  MADE 
CLOTHING  A  GENTS'  FURNISHING  GOODS. 
BROAD  STREET.  BLOOMFIELD. 


1858.  D.  W.  SMITH  1875 

[Shop  and  Residence,  Franklin  Street]. 

House,  Sign  A.  Ornamental 

PAINTEB. 

GRAINING,  PAPER  HANGING,  KAL- 
SOHINING.  GLAZING,  BTC. 


1175. 


BTOOLPH  BETTSTTt 

185*.  PLAIN  AND  ORNAMENTAL 

PAINTER, 

Freoeoer,  Kalaoadner,  Qralutr, 
Glazier,  die. 

Having  established  the  business  of  Plain  and  Or¬ 
namental  Painting  in  the  townshlpJM  Bloomfield 
lu  the  year  l*iS.  I  I<*1  entitled  to  cMn  the  oldest 
established  business,  in  this  line.  In  Bloomfield 
and  to  have  given  the  most  perfect  satisfaction  to 
my  patrons. 

m®  (Box  139.  P.  O.),  will  be 

Mtendod  to  with  prompts***. 


Uanksanb  insurance. 
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*-  IN  SI  RE  n  THE 

HUMBOLDT 

(mutual) 

INSURANCE  COMPANY. 

ASSETS  OVER  ...»  8326,000. 

OFFICE  753  BROAD  STREET, 
gaaex  County  National  Ranh  Buiding) 

NEWARK,  N.  J. 

IBla  Company  insures  against  loss  and  damage 
by  fire.  Dwellings,  Furniture,  Buildings  and  Mar 
chan  dime,  at  favorable  rates,  either  on  the  mutual 
or  sos-rajmciTATTxa  plans. 


*  OFFICERS  t 

,  Quswold,  8ec*y,  J.  c.  Lranow.  Pres't, 

A.  Hxddxs,  Tree*.,  E.  W.  McCtavn.  Vie*  Pree't 


Essex  County  Mutual 

INSURANCE  COMPANY. 
chabts&hd  in  ism. 

Office  on  liberty  street,  a  tow  doors  east  of  Broad, 
BLOOMFIELD. 

This  Company  continues  t*  insure  Dwellings 
Barns.  Stores  and  other  country  property,  on  term* 
more  favorable  than  any  other  Company.  It  has 
op  city  risk*,  end  la  therefor*  Uahl*  to  no  (Teat 
Klmater  like  the  Chicago  fire. 

m  I.  A  DODD,  President. 


Once  inside  the  stone  prison  Mr. 
Sprinkler  felt  inclined  to  give  up  his 
job  and  go  back  homo.  He  looked 
down  the  gloorcy  corridor,  and  the  dam] 
melancholy  of  it  awed  him.  There  were 
half  a  score  of  meanly-clad  women  stand¬ 
ing  at  the  iroD  railing.  Some  of  them 
had  tiasketif.  All  of  them  were  d*  feren 
tial  and  sullen,  foe  they  were  afraid  of 
Warden  Quinn,  who  sat  on  the  other 
aide  of  the  wicket  aod  jibed  them. 
**  What's  ywgr  oasa  t”  he  said,  looking 
tip  at  Mr.  Sprinkler.  "  No  wisitora  to¬ 
day.”  Mr.  Sprinkler  handed  him  a 
piece  of  paper.  The  warden  looked  at 
it,  grunted,  and  called  somebody  by  the 
mono  of  Harney.  ••  Here,  let  this  gen¬ 
tleman  into  No.  10.  If  you  got  any¬ 
thing  walnable  abont  yer,  you’d  better 
leave  it  hero.”  Mr.  Sprinkler  looked 
round  upon  the  people  a  moment.  It 
seemed  to  him  then  that  there  was  an 
adage  over  the  warden’s  head,  cut  into 
the  heavy  stone:  "  He  who  enters  here 
It  ayes  everything  valuable  behind.” 
Theu  he  followed  Barney  without  saying 
a  word.  They  crossed  the  courtyard 
walled  in  by  those  gray  stones.  Over  in 
one  corner  stood  the  dismantled  gallows. 
He  looked  up  at  the  windows  of  the 
prison  and  drew  au  audible  breath,  for 
all  this  was  new  to  Mr.  Sprinkler.  It  is 
one  thing  to  road  of  the  Tombs  every 
day  in  the  newspaper  and  feel  that  it  is 
a  sort  of  granite  bulwark  between  your 
own  comfort  and  the  sullen  and  angry 
tides  that  run  round  civilization.  It  is 
another  thing  to  find  destiny  like  an 
officier  dragging  you  there  and  shutting 
np  your  hope  and  sympathy  in  a  narrow 
cell  and  turning  the  key  on  them. 

Some  people  only  know  of  crime  and 
human  misery  as  abstractions.  The  oon 
crete  thing  disguises  itself  under  their 
very  eyes.  Such  a  person  was  Mr 
Sprinkler.  Curiosity  would  never  have 
led  him  into  this  abominable  stone  sty, 
believe  me. 

Barney  touk  in  his  long  ooat,  his  silk 
hat,  his  spio-span  linen  and  his  wonder¬ 
ing  faoe  with  \  careless  quickness. 

“  Th»R  way,”  said  he,  and  they  entered 
the  tall,  narrow  parallelogram.  Two 
thick  walls  faoe  each  other  twenty- five 
feel  apart.  Looking  up  between  them 
to  whero  the  sky  should  be,  but  the 
dirty  white  ceiling  is,  he  saw  the  iron 
balconies  running  all  the  way  round  each 
story,  and  oonnec'od  in  the  middle  of 
the  gulf  by  a  slender  bridge.  He  seemed 
to  be  standing  between  two  elififc  that 
had  been  burrowed  into  by  some  strange 
form  of  human  vermin.  They  lived  in 
the  hole*  like  mud -swallows,  when  they 
were  not  crouching  in  a  stealthy  way 
upon  the  narrow  ledges  of  the  baloonv. 
Strange  community  this  to  Mr.  Sprink¬ 
ler,  and  just  at  this  time  especially 
strange,  for  the  vermin  were  let  out  and 
were  swarming  upon  the  slender  footway 
and  hanging  over  the  iron  railing,  so 
that  he  looked  up  through  a  grim  sio 
tore  of  variegated  faoee,  all  of  them 
ing  stolidly  down  at  him,  Iik-3  so 
hideous  creatures  of  a  dream. 


of  feet  for  au  instant.  "  Fifteen  min¬ 
utes  is  all  you’ve  got,”  said  he.  Then 
he  waa  gone. 

The  man  on  the  bed  turned  over 
sluggishly  as  Mr.  Sprinkler  stood  there. 
He  lifted  the  looks  of  brown  hair  that 
were  matted  over  his  faoe  by  his  wal¬ 
lowing,  and,  seeing  his  visitor,  sprang 
up,  still  holding  with  one  hand  in  a 
clutch  of  painful  astonishment  to  the 
unkempt  hair. 

“  You  here  I”  he  said,  in  a  hoarse,  low 
tone.  “  My  God,  what  next  1” 

Mr.  Sprinkler  held  his  silk  hat  in  his 
hand.  He  had  taken  it  off  mechanically 
when  he  came  in.  He  turned  it  over 
once  or  twice  and  said:  "Yes.”  Ob 
vioualy  his  motive  in  coming  was  a  gooc 
one,  for  ho  was  excessively  modest  as 
well  as  excessively  nervous.  "Frank,” 
Raid  he,  "  I  heard  by  the  merest  accident 
that  it  was  you.  I  could  do  no  lees  than 
oome  te  you.  ” 

Frank  patted  his  forehead  a  momen  ; 
with  bis  band  as  if  to  oollect  himself.  It 
was  a  white,  delicate  hand,  and  now 
that  the  hair  was  Atf  his  face  one  conic 
see  that  that  too  was  handsome  and  deli 
cate.  Indeed  the  attire  and  manner  ol! 
the  man  most  have  indicated  to  Mr 
Sprinkler,  even  if  he  had  not  been  in 
possession  of  the  facts,  that  the  prisoner 
had  been  caught  np  suddenly  by  disaster 
oot  of  some  kind  of  luxury  and  hurled 
her  •. 

"  Well,  you  are  here,”  he  said,  with 
an  intense  bitterness.  "  Take  it  all  in 
What  do  yon  want  me  to  tell  yon  tha 
will  add  to  yonr  enjoyment  of  it  ?  Die 
I  do  it  ?  Yes  I  I’d  do  it  again  !  Was  it 
done  in  a  passion  V  No.  Deliberately 
planned.  Yon,  who  always  hated  me, 
as  you  had  a  right  to  do,  never  had  hall 
the  right  to  do  it  that  you  liave  now. 
What  else  do  you  want  to  know  f  Do 

Jou  want  me  to  tell  yon  how  much  I 
ate  you  t  I  can’t  do  it.  There  are  no 
words  ” — 

"Frank,”  replied  Mr.  Sprinkler, 
never  hated  you,  and  now  I  want  to  help 

JOU. 

"Suppose  I  won’t  be  helpe<L  ehf 
What  theu  ?” 

"  Then  I  shall  help  you,  whether  you 
will  or  not,”  said  Mr.  Sprinkler,  mildly, 
looking  at  the  same  time  at  the  top  of 
his  hat  earnestly. 

Frank  glared  at  him  a  moment.  Then 
he  emitted  au  oath.  "  Go  away, 
he.  "This  is  a  dangerous  farce, 
dou’t  know  what  you  are  talking  about. 
I’m  a  desperate  man.  ”  Then  he  pulled 
at  his  hair  a  moment,  got  up  suddenly 
and  went  Mid  shook  the  iron  door. 
"Stop,”  said  he.  "  You  want  to  do  mo 
service  ?  I’ll  try  you.  Smuggle  mo 
iq  a  razor,  I  want  to  share  myself.  Will 
you  do  that?” 

"  No,"  said  Mr.  Sprinkler,  softly,  "  I 

:ii  ** 


”  said 
You 


will  not 

I  thought  so.  It’s  your  old  moral 
,;ame.  Bab!  Look  here.  I’ll  go  crazy 
in  this  place.  Will  you  fetch  me  a  bot¬ 
tle  of  toadenmn  bo  make  me  sleep  t” 
"No,  certainly  not,”  said  Mr,  Sprink- 
er,  sitting  down  ou  the  edge  of  the 
bed. 

*  ‘  Because  yon  are  a  hypocrite,  a 
sneaking  cur,  who  always  bent  mo  with 
your  goodness,  and  now  want  to  triumph 
over  me  with  it.  See  here  ;  I’m  as  bad 
as  a  creature  can  be.  Don’t  meddle 
with  me.” 

“  Frank,”  said  Mr.  Sprinkler,  "  Mary 
doesn’t  know  you  aft*  here.  If  she  did 
she’d  die.  Wo  must  get  yoy  out  before 
she  knows  it.” 

The  prisoner  camo  close  to  his  visitor 
with  one  sudden  step,  and  pushing  Mr. 
Sprinkler's  head  back,  with  his  band 
laid  on  his  friend’s  forehead,  looked 
down  into  the  mild  face  with  a  fierce, 
questioning  stare.  There  was  nothing 
o  see  there  but  a  pair  of  serene  blue 
eyes,  with  not  a  shadow  in  them.  They 
ooked  book  at  him  with  the  serenity  of 
cloudless  firmament.  Men  sometimes 
shake  their  fists  at  heaven  with  impotent 
jravado.  But  it  exhausts  them.  Even 
the  devil  seems  to  know  that  to  assault 
the  immensity  of  space  is  a  waste  of 
nervous  force.  Frank  flung  himself  in 
one  oorner  of  the  cell.  His  head  drop- 
between  his  hands.  He  moaned 
ike  a  baffled  beast. 

"Old  fellow,”  said  Mr.  Sprinkler, 
“You  were  right  when  you  sain  I  love 
Mary  Barton,  and  I’m  right  when  I  say 
she  loves  you.  The  only  difference  is 
that  I’m  willing  to  give  her  up  because 
I  love  her.” 

Frank  swayed  tra  body  and  groaned 
without  looking  up.  Mr.  Sprinkler 
continued  : 

"You’ve  had  more  ohanoea  than  I 
have,  old  fellow,  but  I’ve  had  more  dis¬ 
cipline.  Don’t  go  and  think  I’m  so 
awful  good  though.  I  only  want  to  see 

‘  I’m  the  only  one 


dol 


with  you. 
and — well 
mast  have 
for  he 
like  Fra 
have  hiiq 
into  a 
there  woe 
with  her 
and  ears 
"  WUlyi 
"No,” 

"  I’m  not 
Brave  li 
her  heart, 
duty  a 
Frank, 
will  ever 
Then  she 
happened, 
a  man 
do.  That 
save  that 
"Yea.  g< 

"  I’m  bool 
Sing,  and 
"Hold 
quietly,  " 

"  You  ?" 
"Yes; 
“What 
“This, 
will  you  d 
"  Oh,  I 
me  to  proi 
ton.  Yoy 
want  to  pin 

?[0t  me  in 
or  me  now, 
the  style  of 
better  let 
"Frank, 
Sprinkler, 
this  world 
are  born  to 
suppose  w 
there’s  no 
I’ve  worked 
the  past  £ 
money  to 
going  to  tl 
tell  yonr  s 
ask  them  to 
trying  to 
unless  you 
the  moment 
bad  her  lor  a 
me  back  the 
Frank  got 
friend. 

"Silas  Spi 
was  a  frank 
if  I  tell  vou 
help  It.  ‘  Wh; 
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to  von.  Yo 
feel  like  a 
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mokes- the 
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And 
the  tru 
with  the 

I  stood 
'  eyes  and 
i  Wl  gone  by.’' 

g»*ped  the  paieoner. 
r.  Sprinkler,  mildly ; 
She  took  him  *  home. 

,  ehe  shut  it  all  np  in 


No: 


up  i 
e  h< 


jnid  it  only  made 

I  don’t  suppose, 
but  the  Almighty 
svy  her  load 
1  me.  Then  this  thirq ; 
■*?»e  ;  look  at  it  like 
’  one  thing  for  us  to 
>  but  ot  this  scrape  ant 

"•aid  Frank,  bitterly 
a  oonvict’s  oell  in  Sing 
it.” 

Mr.  Sprinkler, 
I  can  get  you  out.” 

ve  got  to  help  me.” 

you  mean?” 

working  for  Mary.  What 
y^u  are  out? 
it’s  plain  now.  You  want 
not  to  marry  Mary  Bor 
t  to  save  her.  and  you 
down  to  this  while  you've 
power.  She’s  too  gooc 
derstaud;  you’re  about 
il  for  her.  I  gaoes  you’d 
in  prieon.” 

Row,”  oommenoed  Mr, 
ie  people  are  born  in 
ke  sacrifices  nnd  seme 
them  made  for  them. 

t  both  riaeees,  and 
uarrvling  with  onr  lot. 
and  steadily  for 
I’ve  saved  enough 
what  you  took.  I’m 
men  vou  wronged  and 
as  plainly  as,  I  wn  and 
me.  Bat  it’s  use  my 
this  kind  of  a  sacrifice 
me  by  marring  the  girl 
’re  a  free  man.  If  you 
e  I  think  youfoonld  pay 
■  one  of  these  days.’^ 
stood  in  front  of  his 

said  he,  "  I  always 
man.  Don’t  feel  bad 
I  hate  you.  I  can’t 
lould  one  man  be  made 
i  and  another  as  bad  os 
get  down  in  the  dust 
le  here  and  make  me 
ible,  oontemptible, 

.  ’/  That's  what  you  do, 

J  it’s  epite  that 
'  It 


mj  nyea. 


you 


me 


observed 


no 


If  Mr.  Sprinkler  had  been  there  withrl  old  grandfather  came  ont  to  the  gate  to 


no  other  purpose  than  to  gratify  his 
curiosity  he  would  have  been  told  that 
when  the  niches  in  these  walls  were 
opened  the  inhabitants  swarmed  out 
upon  the  balconies  to  get  the  air  and 
exercise  that  they  furnisned.  He  would 
have  noticed  that  they  enjoyed  it;  that 
to  moet  of  them  it  was  an  exquisite 
luxury;  that  boys  and  men  paraded  the 
long  walk  smoking  short  clay  pipes  and 
exchanging  significant  gianoes  without 
rising  words;  that  they  were  murderers, 
burglars,  pickpockets,  sneak  thieves, 
thugs  and  deformed  villains  of  every 
shade  and  conformation,  with  no  shame 
anywhere  in  their  faces  or  oondooL 
Bat  Mr.  Sprinkler  was  nervous  and  un¬ 
observant,  and  he  followed  Barney  in 
»lenoe  np  to  each  successive  ledge, 
through  numerous  groups  of  offensive 
creatures,  until  they  came  to  No.  40. 
ADen  the  iron  bolt  was  shot  in  the  low 
J™P_door,  a  whitewashed  hole  with  a 
bed  in  it,  upon  which  a  men  was  lying, 
dimly  came  to  view,  a  moment  later 

.  the  cell, 

_ _ ty’a  faoe 

at  the  open  wicket  shat  ont  the  shnffle 


that  woman  happy,  and 
that  can  get  you  out  to  make  her  so,  be- 

rse  I'm  the  only  one  that  cares  enough 
ut  it  to  try.  ” 

"  Well,  go  on,”  said  Frank,  looking 
up  with  a  puzzled  face. 

"  You  haven’t  treated  her  and  the  old 
man  right,  have  you?” 

After  a  moment’s  pause.  "  No, 
fiendishly.”  „ 

"  But  you  don't  know  what  stuff  she’s 
made  of.” 

“  Oh,  don’t  1 1 

“  No.  She  saw  you  two  weeks  ago.” 
" Saw  me  [  impossible.” 

"  True.  Wait  till  I  tell  you.  I  was 
up  the  river  to  see  them.  You  hadn’t 
been  there  in  six  months.  You  hadn’t 
written  for  three  months.  Your 


even 


welcome  me.  The  first  word  he  said 
was :  4  Is  Frank  coming  ?’  I  sat  there 
in  the  old  room,  evading  his  questions. 
It  was  the  same  room,  old  fellow.  His 
big  book  was  open  under  the  window. 
Your  school  certificate  hung  over  the 
mantel.  He  spoke  with  pride  in  his 
watery  old  eyes  of  you,  and  I  trembled 
under  his  love,  for  fear  that  my  manner 
might  awaken  his  suspicion.  Do  you 
think  I  could  deceive  Mary  ?  Says  she  : 
1  I’ve  given  my  life  to  this  old  man  ;  if 
anything  happens  to  his  boy  it  will 
break  his  heart.  Don’t  tell  him.  We’re 
t  going  down  to  find  him  next  week. 
He’ll  oome  home  far  me.’  They  did 
find  you.  The  devil  mast  have  directed 
them.  Yes,  air.  That  girl  brought  the 
old  man  to  the  city,  and  she  asked  me 
to  help  her.  But  it  was  not  neoeeaary. 
One  night  they  were  on  the  street  to¬ 
gether — it  was  there  by  Conover’s.  I 
don’t  know  where  they  zere  going. 
Their  hearts  were  filled  with  yon  and 
nothing  else,  and  while  the  girl  was 
comforting  bum  with  the  promise  that 
ahe  would  speedily  find  you,  out  yon 
came  with  a  party,  and  that  woman  was 


"  Dogs  don’t  cry  like  that, 

Mr.  Sprinkler,  innecently. 

No,  they  never  have  anybody  to  tell 
’em  hew  wretched  they  are.” 

Well,  I’m  going,  Frank.  I  want  to 
ask  a  favor  of  you  first.  I’ve  got  a  big 
;  ob,  and  I  may  brook  down.  Would  you 
mind  ray  praying  before  I  go  f” 

44  Oh,  nono  o’  that  here  1” 

"  Yes,  but,  old  fellow,  consider  a  min¬ 
ute.  Here  we  are,  two  of  us  against  the 
world,  you  might  say.  We  wuut  to  win, 
in  spite  of  ’em.  It  wouldn’t  hurt  us  to 
ask  the  Almighty  to  help  ns.” 

Frank  dropped  upon  the  edge  of  the 
>ed  and  hid  his  faoe  in  the  dirty 
jlauket.  Mr.  Sprinkler  knelt  by  his 
sido.  When  Barney  looked  in  at  the 
wicket  he  heard  somebody  saying: 

"  Comfort  and  bless  ‘  the  afflioted 

loarts,  and  by  thy  sovereign  mercy  lead 
us  back  to  them,  for  we  have  wandered 
far  away.” 

Then,  as  he  palled  the  door  open,  he 
muttered  to  himself:  44  Yes,  they  alius 
do,  when  it’s  too  late.” 

One  bright,  sharp  morning,  a  young 
man  stood  upon  the  pavement  of  a 
crowded  thoroughfare  and  drew  in  the 
crisp  air.  He  oonld  not  get  enough  of 
it.  The  whole  world  wore  a  new  joyous- 
ness.  It  was  like  the  zest  of  convales¬ 
cence.  Six  weeks  in  a  rat  hole  with 
himself  had  shown  him  his  own  worst 
enemy.  There’s  nothing  like  being  con¬ 
fined  with  yourseli  to  punish  your  foes. 
Hi9  hr  art  beat  nimbly.  He  waa  resur¬ 
rected.  The  bright  day  seemed  to  typify 
liis  great  uew  chances.  All  the  minutiae 
of  the  city  life  had  a  new  happines  i  in 
it,  and  his  awakened  senses  took  in  the 
most  trivial  things  with  a  childish  joy. 

Bat  destiny,  who  w.ites  stories,  does 
not  write  them  as  we  do.  I  sometimes 
wish  she  did.  And  as  I  am  not  writing, 
only  narrating,  this  story,  it  may  not  be¬ 
come  me  even  to  indulge  in  a  momen¬ 
tary  fancy. 

But  it  seems  to  me  that  Frank  at  this 
moment  held  his  destiny  in  his  hands. 
For  a  few  days  he  was  full  of  the  thought 
of  the  prodigal  son.  He  pictured  the 
happiness  his  return  would  occasion. 
He  wrote  two  overflowing  letters,  which 
filled  a  little  whitewashed  house  up  the 
river  with  streams  of  gladness.  Then 
he  fell  in  with  some  of  his  companions, 
and  did  not  go  home. 

Now,  if  I  had  had  the  construction  of 
this  tale,  I  shonld  have  killed  the  fatted 
calf  in  this  chapter.  Fate  doesn’t  always 
batcher  the  right  victim.  Poor  boy,  he 
was  beset  by  the  most  heartless  of  all 
devils — a  beautiful,  conscienceless 
woman.  One  day  Mr.  Sprinkler  re¬ 
ceived  a  letter  from  him.  Thus  it  ran : 

“  Mary  owes  everything  to  you.  So 
do  L  It  is  your  duty  to  many  her. 
Mine  to  save  her.  Tne  only  virtue  I 
have  left  is  that  I  save  her  from  myself. 
Don’t  bother  me  any  more.  The  little 
maid  in  the  ootttge  and  the  villain  in  the 
city  are  better  apart.” 

When  Sprinkler  told  me  of  this  long 
after,  I  said  to  him:  "  Well,  you  owed 
a  duty  to  society  and  romanoe.  You 
fulfilled  it,  of  oourae,  by  marrying  the 
girl  and  making  her  happy  and  pious  f” 

"  Orinkle,”  said  he,  in  his  mild  way, 
"your  pleasantry  doesn’t  reach  to  the 
depths  of  these  facts.  The  truth  readied 
the  old  man  and  the  girl  about  the  same 
time.  It  killed  hex  first  Frank  had 
disappeared.  He  went  off  with  an  ex¬ 
pedition  to  California.  While  he  was 
gone  his  grandfather  died.  He  never 
heard  of  it  A  year  alapeed,  and  he 
turned  up  in  New  York,  an  utter  wreck 
in  health,  but  with  lota  of  money.  He 
had  been  struck  by  lightning.” 

"  Really  1” 


said,  “  now  oomes  the  poetic 


HV.  morally.  These  things  gen 
anally  right  themaelvea.” 

“Ah/’l 
justice.’ 

"  Poetic  vengeance,  rather.  He  wrote 
me  a  letter;  it  was  like  this  : 
v> " 4 1  -return  a  reformed  man,  with 
mqarm  enough  to  make  those  happ; 
whom  I  have  hitherto  neglected,  and  tin 
determination  to  do  so.  All  the  devils 
hive  been  cast  out  of  me.  God,  in  his 
infinite  mercy,  has  saved  me.  I  promise 
atyself  a  life  of  joy  in  making  amends  to 
those  dear  ones  who«e  hearts  I  have 
Wrung.  All  the  old  love  for  Mary  has 
revived.  I  pray  every  day  that  she  may 
not  be  married  to  SDother.  I  leave  to¬ 
day  for  the  homestead.  Will  aee  you  or 
send  for  vou  in  a  day  or  two.  I  want 
to  catch  her  unawares.  ’ 

"Yon  aee,”  said  Sprinkler, 
tlflags  oome  out  quite  differently  from 
what  we  usually  predict.” 

***  Well,”  I  remarked,  impatiently, 
"  how  did  they  oome  out  ?” 

44 1  took'a  train  and  hurried  after  him. 
I  got  to  the  old  house  a  few  minutes 
late.  I  followed  him  to  the  graveyard.” 
"  No  catastrophe,  I  hope.” 

"  No ;  but  a  surprise.  I  found  him 
ttsnrling  in  front  of  her  tombstone, 
glaring  at  the  inscription.  And  that  in¬ 
scription  is  something  that  remains  a 
mystery  to  me  to  this 
"What was  il?” 

"It was  this”: 

,  U  it  were  thine  error  or  thy  crime 
care  no  longer,  being  all  uableet. 

9  whom  tbon  wilt,  bat  I  am  elek  of  time 
And  I  desire  to  roet. 

Paee  on,  weak  heart,  aod  leave  me  where  I  lie. 

'  Go  by,  go  by. 

-World. 


OR  AND  OIL  CITIES. 


FUHeUi 


-The  Go*  W  < 


An  Opium  Eating  Woman. 

A  correspondent  of  the  Cincinnati 
Qaeette,  writing  of  the  Indiana  female 
prison  and  the  snocesa  in  managing 
prisoners  of  the  matron,  Mrs.  Smith, 
says  :  One  old  women  in  the  female 
prison,  Mrs.  Fannie  Morris,  had  been 
an  opium  eater  for  twenty  years.  While 
living  at  Aotoa  aha  sold  everything  in 
her  house  for  opium.  Even  the  bread 
upon  the  table,  the  feathers  in  her  pil¬ 
low,  and  tha  very  clothes  upon  her  l>sck 
were  sacrificed.  Her  hnsbapd  was  com¬ 
pelled  to  abandon  her  and  take  the  chil¬ 
dren  xflth  him.  When  all  wa 
she  began  to  steal  articles  of  oloi 
and  sell  them.  Tbe  wardrobe  of  the 
notorious  Mrs.  Rabb,  who  married  a 
rich  old  farmer  at  Waverly,  and  swin¬ 
dled  him  ont  of  $80,000,  bongbt  many 
an  oonoe  of  laudanum.  All  of  Faunina 
neighbors  contributed  their  quota  of 
Monday’s  washing.  So  terrible  was  her 
appetite  that  for  two  weeks  prior  to  her 
arrest  for  grand  laroeny  she  swal¬ 
lowed  one  hundred  grains  of  opium  per 
to  lie  Quincy’s  calcnla- 


dag.  Acoording  I 

in  his  "  Oonfeeeioue  of  an  O 
Hits  WlflflU  IW  TffjBAl  %cr 

drops  of  laudanum,  or  one  hundred  tea- 
spoonfuls,  while  Dr.  Bnohan,  in  his 
44  Domestic  Medicine,”  says  :  "  Be  par 
ticuiurly  careful  never  to  take  above  five 
and  twenty  dro]>e  of  laudanum  at  ouoe.” 
At  one  time  De  Quincy  took  an  high  os 
320  grains  per  day.  "  Strange  as  it  may 
nound,”  he  na  ya,  "I  had  a  little  time  be- 
fore  this  (1816)  descended  suddenly  and 
without  any  oouaiderabie  effort,  from 
320  grains  of  opium  (that  ia  8,000  dropa 
of  laudanum)  per  day  to  forty  grains,  or 
one-eighth  part.”  . 

But  Mrs.  Morris  did  better  than  this. 
3he  descended  suddenly  from  one  bun- 
tired  grains  to  nothing,  for  after  coming 
tare  Mrs.  Smith  refused  to  allow  her 
so  much  as  a  drop.  For  a  time  death 
Heemed  likely  to  ensue.  Fainting  fits 
seized  her;  the  limbs  became  cold,  and 
he  eyes  lost  their  luster.  The  struggle 
of  De  Quincy,  as  he  paints  it,  was  not 
more  desperate.  But  very  soon  reason 
returned,  and  in  two  months  she  thank¬ 
ed  Mrs.  Smith  for  being  firm  in  her  re¬ 
fusal.  Mrs.  Morris  is  now  in  good 
wealth,  bat  the  wrinkled,  shriveled  fea¬ 
tures,  the  sunken  eyes  and  the  shattered 
mind,  show  how  thoroughly  disease  got 
in  its  work.  She  has  been  well  educated 
and  in  her  youth,  it  is  said,  was  very 


an  old  oil 

•ays  a 

•Skin,  and  1 1 
he  place. 

‘  "I 


to  Pit 


ra  t!fe  thirtieth  day  of  May,  1865. 
i  a  farm  then;  Old  Hamden  owned 


Mr. 
me  on 
the  New 

tall  me  abft&t  the 
"Well,"  said  he, 

Hole  on 
It 

it.  They  struck  oil  there  the 
month — struck,  a  8,000-barrel  well,  and 
in  leas  thttt  thirty  days  Pit  Hole  be¬ 
came  tbe  *iird  i**4  office  in  the  State. 
Sbe  had  10,000  people,  all  "tolled;” 
opera  houafa,  a  $150,000  hotel,  and  two 
hundred  Honor  saloons- all,  mind  you. 
within  thir^r  days.  The  town  swarmed 
with  uew  comer*.  Everything  was  ex¬ 
pensive.  Why,  an  ordinary  tea  metis 
would  get  *25  per  day.  Every  bill, 
every  garden,  and  every  dooryard  bad 
an  oil  derriak  in  it.  In  six  months  the 
oil  was  all  pumped  ont,  and  then  came 
the  Pit  Hole  flood.  The  water  ran  into 
the  wells,  and*  the  whole  town  went  to 
loin.  Real  estate  got  down  to  nothing, 
and  then  people  moved  sway  and  left  it. 
The  few  who  stayed  were  too  poor  to 
move,  so  they  stayed  until  all  the  empty 
houses  were  burned  up  for  firewood  and 
the  town  became  a  wreck  and  rotted  out 
of  existence.  Why,  the  big  Danfartb 
House,  which  ooet  $60,000,  was  abso¬ 
lutely  traded  off  for  a  barrel  of  whisky.” 

The  fate  of  Pit  Hole  ia  in  a  leaser  de¬ 
gree  the  fata  of  a  dozen  oil  cities  in 
Pennsylvania.  Oil  has  been  a  aooorge 
to  the  comity— -demoralising  the  j*«>pltt 
and  harbarimng  society.  Ten  dollars 
have  been  sunk  in  oil  walla  to  every  dol¬ 
lar’s  worth  of  oil  secured.  The  scourge 
began  when  Mr.  Drake,  the  first  oil  fa 
natio,  bored  the  first  oil  well  below  Ti¬ 
tusville  in  68.  Drake  bored  seventy- 
two  feet,  struck  plenty  of  oil  aiul  sold  it 
st  $1  per  gallon,  but  the  other  day  they 
took  up  a  subscription  in  Titusville  to 
keep  him  out  of  tbe  (>oorhonse.  Johnny 
Steele,  the  poor  orptiau  boy  whose  ster¬ 
ile  farm  produced  several  hundred  Iwr- 
re  I  (daily)  wells,  and  who  handled  bia 
millions  of  dollar*  and  gave  away  car¬ 
riages  and  hotels,  is  now*  a  brakesman 
on  the  car*. 

The  oil  region  is  covered  now  with 
seventy  feet  (Terriaks  from  Titueville  to 
the  lower  edge  of  Butler  county,  s  dis¬ 
tance  of  one  hundred  miles.  It  is  esti¬ 
mated  that  200,000  holes  have  «ec u 
bored  at  a  cost  of  $6,000  each,  mooning 
the  aggregate  espenso  of  one  billion  two 
hundred  mil  I  inn  dollar*  ($1,200,000,000). 
Now  all  the  oil  produced  in  Penney  1  ve¬ 
il  rake's  first  well  wouldn’t 


six-inch  pipe  I 
lend.” 

I  am  satisfied 

has  hod  1,700 

ofl 


A  Hi 

Oaptaia  Swat* 

Lydia  Folger,  ot 
cruise  of  eighteen 
tbe  Pacific,  brand 


im  the 

ha  la  talking 


of  the 


fleet,  obliged  to  eeek  auaw  part  lor  we 

a  —  un  J  aiaiiMfil  - - -•  ii aa  _ 

u>r  ad  pr^YiMoim,  tod  nrvJiof  Ura 


too,  China, 
place,  where  they 

and 


fur 

roud  their 
a  chance  to 
ing  several  fro 
manda*w  of  U 
great  omrtre’. 
supplied  with 


asr  for  Idas  o 
and  iurite  the 
other  ships 
•lam  The  Lydia 
as  the  on 
purpose. 

anti  . 
dishes  he 
at  the  bead  of 
daria  m  sea* 
did  not  Uka 


ao  that  if 


thing  he 
thing  they 


ike  the  food  provided  fgr  the 
to  be  at  least  <x  aKI  have  aocae 
could  oat  But  one  important 


forgot  to  provide,  and 


k  hand*,  saying  all 

he  could  bung  ku 
i«ng,  ain,  chow. 


the  Chin  see  words 
mind:  "Chiag,  I 

ohoog,”  without  any 
not  knowing,  tl 
daria  received 
and  dung  chans  showed  in  return 
out  even  a  *adla.  Tha  dinner 
with  apparent  •aihrfaotioa  to  all 


$r*doaaly, 
.•tmu  with 


apparent 

and  they  aht 
ever  the  ship 
shore  with  g ns 
log  a  Chinese 

largest  class  C 

nest  day 


and 


tbs 


IttVlUKl 


since 


bring  $400,000,800 — a  discrepancy  OT 
$800,000,000  drained  ont  of  the  world 
to  lav  at  tbe  feel  of  this  gigantic  oil 


with  him  and  the  admiral  on 
ship. 

They 


all  to  dine 
i*oard 


prety. 


Some  o  X.  Qaad’e  Jokes. 

None  Thrrb. — On  a  street  oorner  two 
men  me#  and  shook  hands  and  one  of 
them  asked: 

"Is  Tom  very  sick?” 

4 ‘ Almost  dead,”  was  the  reply. 

" What’s  the  form  of  his  malady  f” 

"  He  hasn’t  got  any  malady  abont  him 
— it’s  just  regular  aiokneas,  and  it’s  going 
tough  with  him.” 

Don’t  Want  to  Miss  a  Day. — A  De¬ 
troit  boy  paid  his  first  visit  to  one  of  the 
union  schools  the  other  day  as  a  scholar, 
and  when  he  came  home  at  night  his 
mother  inquired: 

“Well,  Henry,  how  do  you  like  going 

to  aahool  ?” 

"Bally!”  he  replied,  in  an  excited 
voice.  “I  saw  four  boys  licked,  one 
girl  got  her  ear  pulled,  and  a  big  scholar 
burned  his  elbow  on  the  stove  1  I  don’t 
want  to  miss  a  day.” 

Sows  Consolation. — A  Detroiter  got 
home  st  midnight  the  other  night  with 
a  black  eye  and  a  boozy  atep,  and  as  his 
wife  met  him  at  the  heed  of  the  stein 
she  exclaimed: 

"Why,  you’ve  been  fighting !” 

"Yea’m,”  he  meekly  replied  as  he 
leaned  on  the  rail. 

“ And  someone  has  blacked  one  of 
your  eyes  1”  she  continued,  ss  the  tears 

imf, 

"Don’  cry,  zharling,”  he  said,  in  a 
coaxing  voice,  as  be  put  his  hand  on  her 
head:  "  ’fl  hadn’t  had  a  chance  to  run 
he'd  have  blacked  boff  of  ’em  !” 


A  Divorce  Case. 

|  A  prominent  Roman  Catholic  of  Port¬ 
land,  Maine,  who  married  aome  time 
ago,  and  afterward  separated  from  his 
wife,  finally  got  a  divorce  in  order  that 
he  might  many  another  woman,  who  did 
not  know  that  he  had  been  married  pre- 
vieualy.  When  this  was  discovered  the 
husband  pleaded  with  the  1*4*  Bishop 
Bacon  to  get  him  a  dispensation  from 
the  Tope  for  a  divorce  from  the  fint 
wife,  promising  that  he  would  return  to 
the  fold  of  the  church,  but  owing  to  the 
bishop’s  illness  he  waa  unable  to 
to  the  matter.  Lately  news  has  been 
received  from  Rome  that  a 
could  not  be  granted,  and  dial  wife 
number  two  must  leave  her  I 


hundred  fn«:t — l>ift  all  tiin  w*lln  now 
being  drilled  down  in  Bntler  county 
from  1,200  to  1,700  foat  d«y>.  Horn*  of 
them  have  bean  drilled  H.tHto  feet,  aud 
then  proved  iLry  holea.  It  ia  a  oommon 
thing  for  a  big  well,  when  the  fourth 
nannis  struck,  to  flow  4,000  Iwrrela  of 
oil  a  day.  The  next  day  it  will  flow 
1,500,  then  600,  theu  100,  and  by  and- bye 
it  will  be  pumped  down  to  tire  Ijarrnl*, 
or  pumped  out  dry.  I  aaw  a  well  flow¬ 
ing  seventy  feet  in  the  air,  saw  it  eatoh 
fire,  a  fountain  of  seething,  hissing, 
roaring  Are,  seventy  feet  high. 

■fba  gas  wells. 
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The  last  sensation  are  tbe  gas 
The  lsrge  ones  are  loos  ted  on  the  wrath- 
era  odge  of  tbe  oil  deposits — from 
twenty  to  forty  miles  south  of  Pitts¬ 
burgh.  There  are  now  three  gigantic 
gas  wells— the  Burns,  tho  Modoc,  and 
the  Delomater.  The  Mod  jo  well  has 
been  burning  at  a  terrible  pressure  for 
two  years,  showing  no  diminution.  Tho 
gas  of  all  these  wells  is  rich.  It  contain* 
a  third  more  carbon  than  ordinary  gas. 
It  barns  without  smoke,  produces  a 
fearful  heat,  and  when  properly  purified 
aud  cleaned  it  ia  a  superior  illuminator 
to  the  gas  used  in  New  York  or  Phila¬ 
delphia.  The  gas  companies  in  Pitts¬ 
burgh  are  now  "bearing”  the  gas  in 
order  to  get  po  session  of  the  wells. 

This  natural  gas  is  being  used  every 
where.  Mr.  W.  L.  Soott  and  Mr,  B.  F. 
Tracy  of  Erie  use  four  thousand  cubic 
feet  daily  in  their  rolling  mills.  In 
Westmoreland  county  I  saw  them  boiling 
salt  with  it  At  New  Camber  land  an 
old  man  ia  making  a  fortune  by  burning 
it  in  smothered  wire  frames,  so  as  to  pro¬ 
duce  lampblack.  Every  morning  he 
goes  into  his  several  rooms  and  shovels 
ont  a  wagon  load  of  pore  lampblack.  Ar¬ 
rangements  are  now  being  made  by  a  gas 
company  to  run  this  gas  into  Pittsburgh. 
If  it  works  there,  a  company  will  be 
formed  to  Uy  pipes,  at  an  expense  of 
$2,500,000,  into  New  York  city.  When 
I  asked  an  engineer  what  he  thought  of 
the  feasibility  of  supplying  New  York 
with  gas  from  gas  wells,  be  replied  : 

"Tne  idea  is  reasonable.  It  is  no 
visionary  project.  There  ia  plenty  ot 
gas  here  to  supply  New  York  and  Pnila- 
delptda,  and  with  a  natural  prcMnrc  ot 
fifteen  hundred  pounds  to  the  square 
inch,  it  would  almost  push  itself  through 
tabes  to  New  York.  The  whole  theory 
of  making  gas  in  cities  ia  wrong.  It 
must  be  changed.” 

“  How  wrong  Y*  I  asked. 

"Why,  gaa  ought  to  be  made  at  the 
nearest  bituminous  coal  fields  and  then 
be  pumped  to  New  York.  It  is  five 
times  as  easy  to  transport  the  gas  to 
market  as  it  is  to  transport  tha  ooah 
I’ve  put  down  a  then  sand  miles  ot  oil 
tubing  in  tbe  ail  regions,  and  pumped 
millions  of  gallons  of  oil  over  moun¬ 
tains,  and  forty  miles  to  Pittsburgh.  I 
know  what  I’m  talking  about.  Gas  ia 
Pittsburgh  ia  worth  sixty  cents  per  1,000 
feet,  and  in  New  York  $2.75.  I  an 
pump  the  gas  from  the  DeJamaier  gaa 
well  to  New  York  for  $1  per  1,000,  and 
do  away  with  the  silly  humboggery  of 
shipping  coal  there  to  make  gas  with, 
and,  mark  what  I  tell  you,  in  was 
four  years  the  big  gas  works  in 
York  will  have  mailing  to  do.  The 
will  be  ">«2*  st  the  coal  mines  or 
from  these  gaa  wells,  which 
their  billions  of 
and  tr-m^  ,4‘l*  to  New  York 
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them  wOli  tiMSr  own  baud*, 
preaaotihg  tiie  diahea  with  such  words  of 
Knalish  ss  they  knew;  for  instance  with 
s  plats  of  beef  tlis  mandarin  wtraM  say, 
"Dale,  ship**,  walktto,  hat,  eat—,”  how 
ing  at  Us  bud*  ttt&s  mod  profuuadly, 
or  the  admiral,  twUtuig  him«elf  ami 
touching  his  forehead  ia  token  of  4—p 
—t  rcejutot,  would  pr—out  a  piste  of 
»•.  oarinf !  "Melhmn,  gun,  boat, 
•e,”  until  the 
hardly  keep  hum 
right.  OepUio  Bealn  alone 
perfectly  ootopneed,  and  answered  wHL 
a  few  "ohing  chengs,”  aod  his  — aapea- 

that  he  nnderdood  Obtnaaa.  After  din¬ 
ner  the  mandarin  aod  admiral  took  them 
over  the  ship;  they  demined  enviously 
the  meaner  in  wtdab  she  wee  built,  aod 
expressed  tbe  greatest  wonder  as  to  how 
they  got  tbs  enormous  mast  into  her 
which  supported  the  immense  reed  sail 
that  they  reefed  by  folding  up  tike  the 
leaves  of  a  book.  One  of  them  called 
out:  "  Here,  Swain,  juet  ask  these  bow 
thev  rot  this  mad  into  nlsne  aod  lastm 
ed  it  id  the  bottom  of  tCaltip.”  With¬ 
out  any  hesitation  Oaptaia  Swain  went 
up  to  them  and  pointing  to  the  l 
gan:  "  Tien,  sh 
chow,  voog,”  and  looking 
they  answered:  "Goat,  cup, 
hi,  sir,  ootting  f”  and  being 
at  tbe  end  of  their  English, 
chonged  with 
then  Swain  turned  to 
and  said  :  "They  found 
growing  near  the  shore,  an d 
the  ship  round  it,  and  wh* 
ready  to  launch  they  sawed  i 
neaih  tbe  bottom,  and  pushed 
the  sea  an  roUraul” _ , 

Haw  fee  Tried  ft. 

The  traveling  agents  who 
burgh  have  a  new  and  ‘ 
getting  at  badness 
when  one  rapped  da  door  it  was 
but  sc  inch  or  two,  and  the  worn 
ed  out: 
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